CHAPTER VIII
"I take the Sun and throw it . . /*
"I TAKE the Sun and throw it. * * " Manya
laughed with joy at the words. Where was she? In
the heart of Paris where joyous, free things hap-
pened, where in lightness of heart her great
teacher, Paul Appell, could teach what he pleased,
how he pleased; and, if he taught truth, crowds
would flock to his teaching.
Manya had arrived early for the lecture and
chosen a front seat in the great amphitheatre of
the Sorbonne. She put her notebooks and her pen-
holder neatly on the desk in front of her. All
around her was the noise of the crowd getting into
their places, but Manya did not hear them; she
was absorbed in thought. Suddenly there was
silence, for the master had come in and, as all his
students were ardent mathematicians, they ex-
pected a treat.
Appell, with his square head, in his dark severe
gown, explained so clearly that the very stars
seemed to move obediently into their places as he
spoke and the earth seemed at his mercy. He
adventured boldly into the furthest regions of
space, he juggled with figures and with stars. He
said perfectly naturally and fitting the action
to the word: <CI take the Sun and throw it. . . ."
Manya was happy.  How could anyone find